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abstained from saying Mass, and I don't know whether he ever
did say it after his consecration.
He had taken for private secretary one Verrier, whom he had
unfrocked from the Abbey of Saint-Germain-des-Prfe, the
business of which he had conducted for twenty years, with
much cleverness and intelligence. He soon accommodated
himself to the humours of the Cardinal, and said to him all he
pleased.
One morning he was with the Cardinal, who asked for some-
thing that could not at once be found. Thereupon Dubois
began to blaspheme, to storm against his clerks, saying that if
he had not enough he would engage twenty, thirty, fifty, a
hundred, and making the most frightful din. Verrier tranquilly
listened to him. The Cardinal asked him if it was not a terrible
thing to be so ill-served, considering the expense he was put
to; then broke out again, and pressed him to reply.
" Monseigneur," said Yerrier, " engage one more clerk, and
give him, for sole occupation, to swear and storm for you, and
all will go well; you will have much more time to yourself
and will be better served."
The Cardinal burst out laughing, and was appeased.
Every evening he ate an entire chicken for his supper, I
know not by whose carelessness, but this chicken was forgotten
one evening by his people. As he was about to go to bed he
bethought him of his bird, rang, cried out, stormed against his
servants, who ran and coolly listened to him. Upon, this he
cried the more, and complained of not having been served. He
was astonished when they replied to him that he had eaten his-
chicken, but^that if he pleased they would put another down
to the spit.
* What!" said he, "I have eaten my chicken!" The bold
and cool assertion of his people persuaded him, and they laughed
at him.
I will say no more, because, I repeat it, volumes might be
filled with these details. I have said enough to show what
was this monstrous personage, whose death was a relief to
great and little, to all Europe, even to his brother, whom he

